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ing cricket on those " playing fields" on which
Waterloo was won. I was considerably amused to
notice the quaint sartorial senility of the boys.
They all seem to have dressed to order. They all
needs must have cellular shirts and white cambric
ties and collars of a particular shape and wear their
trousers turned up and leave the last button of their
waistcoat undone. Eton led me to see the other great
public-school of England. Harrow is finely situated
up on a hill, and a prettier spot within hailing dis-
tance of London it would be difficult to imagine.
But, in spite of all its prettiness, it has not that feel-
ing of spaciousness nor that air of distinction about
it which makes Eton such an object of attraction
and reverence even to a rank outsider like myself.
But there is a spot in the Churchyard of Harrow
where I sat long the evening I was there and for
which alone Harrow has now a permanent place in
my memory. It is the spot up a winding hill over-
looking a wide expanse of country beside the stump
of an elm underneath whose once-drooping boughs
on many a peaceful evening in his happy youthful
days reclined Byron and " mused the twilight
hours away."

Through the courtesy of our county member I
got an opportunity one afternoon of going to the
House of Commons and following the debate. By
pure luck I got a seat in the Distinguished Strangers'
Gallery and felt as if I were a Member of the House
itself. For the Members were seated in the row
immediately in front of me and except for a low
wooden partition and an iron rod there was nothing